doing the dreaming in the first place. In its original version, the vision is said to have been related to Wordsworth by a 'listless' friend (thought by many commentators to be Coleridge), 4 who is described as mischievously 'going far to seek disquietude'. But revising The Prelude in 1838, four years after Coleridge's death, Wordsworth took credit for the dream himself, rewriting the episode in the first person with himself as the dreamer.
In unravelling the passage, attention has focused in particular on the nature of the phantom's accessories -the stone and shelland their curious rendering in the poem as volumes of writing: 'one that held acquaintance with the stars', and 'the other', more perplexing still, 'that was a god, yea many gods, / Had voices more than all the winds, and was / A joy, a consolation, and a hope'. 5 In 1956, Jane Worthington Smyser made an important breakthrough when she uncovered Wordsworth's debt to Adrien Baillet's Life of Descartes, published in 1691, which describes a series of dreams that troubled the seventeenthcentury philosopher, one of which occurs in a library and features two books -a dictionary and a volume of poetry. 6 As for the flood, everyone from Josephus to Robert Southey has been credited with supplying Wordsworth with literary examples. 7 But what has escaped speculation almost entirely are prototypes for the rambler himself;
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Dream Walker: A Wordsworth Mystery Solved 1 critics have been content to accept Wordsworth's own acknowledgement in the poem that he is a kind of 'semi-Quixote', 8 tinged perhaps with a shade of Romantic orientalism, in the manner of 'Kubla Khan'. I believe, though, that the passage is a coded tribute to a friend from Wordsworth's days as a young radical in Revolutionary France: a figure who, however improbable it may seem, was an authentic traveller across the Arabian wastesone who not only claimed to be on an endless mission to bury his own books, but whose identity, according to his contemporaries, shifted ceaselessly before their very eyes. That individual was John 'Walking' Stewart.
Walking Stewart is one of those forgotten cultural barometers by which the intellectual climate of an entire age may be measured. His unusual nickname derives from his reputation for having crossed, on foot, a greater portion of the known world than any person before hima thirty-year peregrination, beginning in Madras in 1765, which took him across the divided principalities of India, through Persia and Turkey, across the deserts of Abyssinia and Arabia, through northern Africa, into every European country as far east as Russia, as well as over to the new United States and into the upper reaches of Canada. Though Stewart subsequently published nearly thirty works expounding the personal philosophy of life he developed during his extended excursion, he refused to elaborate on his actual adventures. He insisted to anyone who pressed him for anecdotes regarding, for example, his captivity in Mysore, or his narrow escape from being sacrificed to an alien god while crossing the Persian Gulf, or the cause of the deep indentation on the left side of his skull, that his 'were travels of the mind'. 9 This was a remarkable abstention, given the period's obsession with travelogues and picturesque tours. What little we know of Stewart's life comes chiefly from fragments of reminiscences of those who crossed his winding path and, especially, from the obituaries written in the months after he was found dead in his rooms just off Trafalgar Square on 20 February 1822 (the morning after his seventy-fifth birthday), an empty bottle of laudanum lying beside him.
Two There are several kinds of pedestrians, all celebrated and interesting in their way. … The Walkers, indeed, like the lichens, are a vast genus, with an endless variety of species; but alas! the best and most singular of the tribe is gone! … You saw him on Westminster Bridge, acting his own monument; you went into the Park, -he was there, fixed as the gentleman at [Westminster Bridge]; you met him, however, at Charing Cross, creeping on like the hour-hand upon a dial, getting rid of his rounds and his time at once! Indeed, his ubiquity appeared enormous, -and yet not so enormous as the profundity of his sitting habits! He was a profound sitter. Could the Pythagorean system be embalmed, what a hen would now be tenanted by Walking Stewart! Truly, he seemed always to be going, like a lot at an auction, and yet always at a stand, like hackney-coach! Oh! What a walk was his to christen a man by, -a slow, lazy, scraping, creeping, gazing pace, -a shuffle, -a walk in its dotage, a walk at a standstill! … Well! -Walking Stewart is dead! -He will no more be seen enniched in Westminster Bridge; -or keeping his terms as one of the Benchers of St James's Park; or haunting the pavement with moving but unlifted feet. In vain we look for him 'at the hour when he was wont to walk'. The niche in the bridge is empty of its amiable statueand he is gone from this spot, he is -gone from all -for he was ever all in all! -Three persons seemed departed in him. -In him there seems to have been a triple death! -He was Mrs. Malaprop's 'Cerberus -three gentlemen at once!' 12 The legend of Stewart's omnipresence survived at least until the end of the nineteenth century, when, in 1891, a short sketch of Stewart by H.S. Salt appeared in the popular miscellany Temple Bar. Recalling Stewart's 'mysterious ubiquity' matter of factly as 'one of his characteristics', Salt rehearsed what was by then the accepted phenomenon: 'When you knew you had just left him plunged in profound reverie in the Park or on the Bridge, you would be amazed to meet him a few minutes later in a different quarter of London, perhaps travelling steadily towards the very point where you believed him to be comfortably ensconced.' So indelible a presence on the London psyche had Stewart become that his eventual death and disappearance, according to Salt, was widely felt to be 'deserving of a triple lamentation'. 13 The cumulative accounts surrounding Stewart are baffling to any wouldbe biographer, and indeed begin to bleed blurrily into 'the language of the dream' as Wordsworth's encounter with the quixotic phantom amid the wasteland of his imagination. ' 19 The success of the production relied entirely on the audience's familiarity with the legend, persona, and purported habits of Stewart -on his being, in other words, a celebrated fixture of London life around that time. Each of these three versions authoritatively and credibly places Stewart in three different parts of the world at the same moment: Paris, Seringapatam, and London. 'Three Walking Stewarts' indeed.
Oddly, the twenty-odd published works by Stewart that have survived are preoccupied chiefly with expounding the notion that human identity, as conventionally conceived, is an illusion. The 'self', Stewart asserted again and again, is a mirage, a temporary modality of material being in a state of ceaseless dissolution through time and space: 'The mode of being called man', he explained, can have no positive or absolute identity; it resembles the river whose mode of existence is the form of its channel. The flux of water in the river, like the flux of the matter in the body, can have no identity or sameness, but is incessantly on the movement, caused by evacuation and repletion. 20 Stewart was certain that he had hit on a fundamental, though previously unappreciated human truth about human identity -a truth that was, he said, 'so simple, so familiar to sense, so irresistible to reason', that 'I think I shall have no difficulty in gaining assent of every mind that has the least spark of sense, candour or liberation, from prejudice in his nature. The fact of analogy that I allude to is that all composition is decomposition'. 21 Components of what Stewart called 'the great integer of nature', 22 every material body whether sentient or inert, active or passive, living or dead participates in a process of continual material interchange with every other body -composing and decomposing into and out of everything in endless selfregulation. Stewart would have argued that the reason why he had been identified in more than one place at a given moment was that he was in more than one place at any given moment, as indeed everyone and everything else is. The extreme form of atomism ad infinitum to which Stewart subscribed participated in, yet was far more radical in its existential implications than, contemporary eighteenthcentury French and English trends in materialist thinking as expounded by Lord Shaftesbury, David Hartley, Joseph Priestley, Denis Diderot or Baron d'Holbach. In the strange light of Stewart's reasoning, Louis XVI, for instance, was enjoined to be merciful to his subjects not because of any abstract moral imperative or intellectual appeal to inalienable rights of man as advocated by Thomas Paine or Priestley, but because the King was (literally, physically) the very subject whom he subjected: 'the matter that at any given moment constitutes the King upon the throne', Stewart insisted, 'that same indestructible matter in a few moments disperses … into millions of ruptured peasants'. 23 The world, in Stewart's singular vision, is, as it were, a great lava lamp of mutating forms, a phantom dream of shapes and semi-shapes; to attribute static identity, let alone power and authority, to any one mode or momentary convergence of material substance would be, in such a system of belief, naive and arbitrary, as pointless as anointing a passing cloud 'the King of Clouds'.
Given the frustrating dearth of surviving documentation -no diaries or journals, no death certificate or grave, no estate or heirs, and only two letters -it is perhaps not surprising that no comprehensive biography of Stewart has ever been undertaken. In 1943, Bertrand Harris Bronson published a spirited articlelength sketch, in which he skilfully reconciled many of the contemporary obituaries, the tributes by De Quincey, and a handful of breathless sightings in which Stewart's existence seems to dissolve almost before it is recorded. 24 In 1786, the celebrated tenor and friend of Mozart, Michael Kelly, remembered being all but whiplashed by a brief encounter with Stewart when the two were introduced in Vienna. Kelly recalled Stewart -'whose pedestrian exploits', he said, 'were universally spoken of' -as 'a great oddity', 'a wellinformed, accomplished man' with 'a most retentive memory'; 'a great enthusiast about music, but not about beef-steaks'. 'The last little walk he had taken was from Calais, through France, Italy and the Tyrol, to Vienna, and in a few days,' Kelly recalled, 'he was going to extend it as far as Constantinople.' 25 Five years later, the astonishment recorded by Kelly was amplified by a small notice in a newspaper in Albany, New York:
On Thursday last, arrived in this city from London, via New York, and the same evening set off for Canada, Mr Stewart, the noted pedestrian -who, we are told, has travelled over the greater part of Europe, Asia, and Africa on foot; and has come to this country for the purpose of completing his travels, by making the tour of the American world. Mr Stewart is a middle-aged man, about six feet high -and what is particularly remarkable, he is said to eat no animal food, and but one meal a day. 26 Born in Bond Street in 1747, Stewart seems to have been from the first an unruly rapscallion whose refusal to buckle down at school resulted in rustications from both Harrow and the Charterhouse. In 1763, Stewart's father, in a vain attempt to discipline his incorrigible son, secured him a position as scribe with the East India Company on the farthest fringes of the burgeoning Empire -Madras. It wasn't long, though, before Stewart was writing contemptuous letters to the Company's Board of Directors insisting that he was 'born for nobler pursuits, and higher attainments, than to be a copier of invoices and bills of lading to a company of grocers, haberdashers, and cheesemongers'. 27 This was in 1765, and Stewart's attitude to authority was fuelled not by adolescent rebelliousness, but by a principled belief that the East India Company was exploiting the native resources and good will of its host -as exemplified by the institution's refusal to learn the native languages of the Indian people. 28 Indignantly idealistic, Stewart resisted all temptation to secure for himself the kind of private fortune many of his young colleagues were amassing in Madras in the second half of the eighteenth century, and abruptly left the Company. Evicted from his family home two years earlier and now unable to countenance what he felt was the moral turpitude of his powerful employer, Stewart was left with little choice other than to reinvent himself from scratch. From the faint vestiges of Stewart's itinerary that survive, there is little wonder that he would eventually distil from his experiences a philosophical system based on the immutable mutation of human identity. Not long after leaving Madras, he found himself among the hundreds of Europeans held captive in Mysore by the fearsome ruler Haidar Ali, whose appetite for torturing prisoners reputedly included branding, the chopping off of noses and upper lips, and forced circumcision. 29 Eventually satisfied that Stewart's trespassing on his territory was inadvertent, Haidar Ali pressed Stewart into military service as a commander of a column of soldiers fighting for control of southern India. After a hair-raising escape from captivity, which resulted in his skull being dented by a bullet or sword, Stewart found himself next in the neighbouring principality of Arcot, where in due course he rose from being a translator for the mischievous Nawab, Muhammad Ali Khan, to the position of Prime Minister. In this capacity, Stewart set himself the goal of raising sufficient funds for his return to England. In due course, though not before leaving the Nawab's accounts in disarray, Stewart was ready to head for home.
His path lay through Persia and Persepolis. The British Library preserves a letter posted from the grand ancient town of Esfahan, in modern-day Iran, addressed to Warren Hastings, in which Stewart offers his services as a political look-out. 30 Later, attempting to cross the Persian Gulf when a savage squall arose, Stewart suddenly found himself, the 'only Giaour on board', accused of having brought misfortune on the vessel. After he had talked the superstitious crew out of sacrificing him, a compromise was reached whereby for the remainder of the journey he would be hoisted in a hencoop, dangling over the ship's side. 31 There, suspended between wave and wind, sea and sky, life and death, Stewart, according to a pamphlet published by a relative after his death, experienced a moment of preternatural insight out of which he would create the system of philosophy which would have such a profound impact on the imagination of Wordsworth.
By the time he met the twenty-two-year-old poet in a panic-stricken Paris in late 1792, Stewart was a living legend throughout Europe and America -a courageous adventurer who had survived everything from enslavement and war to the eviscerating sands of Arabia. Before arriving in France, Stewart had arranged to publish with James Ridgway, the radical publisher of Thomas Paine's contraband treatise The Rights of Man, a tract entitled The Apocalypse of Nature, 32 which contains in embryo the essence of the atomistic philosophy that Stewart gradually refined over the next thirty years. Among the ideas expressed in the work is the belief that every particle in nature, however minute or inert, possesses not only a level of consciousness (such ideas were already being accommodated by the eighteenth-century associationist David Hartley in his philosophy of vibrating matter) but an inviolable moral dimension as well. It is only in the context of Stewart's singular strain of extreme materialism that one can find philosophical authority for Wordsworth's formulation that 'to every natural form, rock, fruit, and flower, / Even the loose stones that cover the highway, / I gave a moral life'.
Stewart believed his ideas to be so radical, he was convinced that the works which contained them would be hunted down and destroyed by the repressive powers of the age. De Quincey recalls having to promise Stewart he would preserve his work against the onslaught that it would inevitably face. Stewart was sure, De Quincey says, that all the kings and rulers of the earth would confederate in every age against his works, and would hunt them out for extermination as keenly as Herod did the innocents of Bethlehem. On this consideration, fearing that they might be intercepted by the long arms of these wicked princes … he recommended to all those who might be impressed with a sense of their importance to bury a copy or copies of each work, properly secured from damp &c., at a depth of seven or eight feet below the surface of the earth, and on their death-beds to communicate the knowledge of this fact to some confidential friends. 33 Many of Stewart's works are embossed with a version of this paranoid enjoinder and there is every reason to suppose that the young Wordsworth would have been called upon to grab a spade as well. Whether De Quincey kept his word and translated Stewart's works into Latin before burying them at the foot of Helvellyn, no one now knows. Only Wordsworth seems to have taken the task to heart, secreting below the surface of his masterpiece, The Prelude, a hypnotic memorial to the bizarre books of the philosophical wanderer time forgot.
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